THE  WAY  OF  ALL  FLESH
Here, out of unsearchable imagination, there
issues a sublime and bizarre thought. " Dost thou
think," he asks his friend, " Alexander looked o'
this fashion i' the earth ? "
Horatio. E'en so.
Hamlet. And smelt so ? pah!
Horatio. E'en so, my lord.
" Why,35 asks Hamlet, " may not imagination
trace the noble dust of Alexander, till he find it stop-
ping a bung-hole ? " From there it may come with
" likelihood to lead it; as thus: Alexander died,
Alexander was buried, Alexander returneth into
dust; the dust is earth; of earth we make loam;
and why of that loam, whereto he was converted,
might they not stop a beer-barrel ?
Imperial Caesar, dead and turn'd to clay,
Might stop a hole to keep the wind away:
O, that that earth, which kept the world in awe.
Should patch a wall to expel the winter's flaw!
Here, in this churchyard scene, the transitoriness
and vanity of man's life has become word. Not
gravestones, but the bones themselves have their
say. Those who have once lived return to poke
fun at the belief in immortality, as in that incom-
parable sketch of Goya's of a dead man rising out of
the grave and writing with bony finger the word,
" Nada."
If from the philosophy of his main characters we
may construe something about the poet's own ideas,
we must assume that Shakespeare underwent a pro-
found change in the period between Hamlet and his
last work, The Tempest. But is it not rash to postu-
late a psychic change from this evidence that he
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